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‘sLARKS !’? 


“ Everybody is talking avout the New Halfpenny Comic which is to come out from ‘ The Sloperies.’ Poor Pats ina great state of «xcitement about it. I 
like Pa, he’s awfully sweet ; he’s helpiny the Editor of Larks! no end. He says no failures can be permitted from the same Office the ‘Hair ’?Un’ hails from, 
and therefore Larks! must be a success from the First Number. Papa is coaching the ‘ Larkists’ in their duties. He had the Editor and the Office Boy before 
him the other day. He thinks they are both promising, especially the Office Boy. I hear the New Paper is to come out on Monday, May 1.”’—'Tvorsix. 


TENNYSONIAN OUTBURSTS. (Edited by the Eminent.) A STRANGE CASE. 


— 


In Paris, in 1823, in the Rue de la Paix, there stood a 
well-stocked grocer's shop, which had been kept by Mon- 
sieur and Madame Boursier over thirteen years. The 
business brought in a yearly profit of about four or tive 
hundred pounds, Madame minded the shop, and Monsieur 
acted more as her commercial traveller, having a rare talent 
for making bargains. Being also of a jovial disposition and 
loving company, he spent many of his evenings with his 
friends. Sometimes he would be away at Havre or Bor- 
deaux fora month at atime. He and his wife appeared to 
be on the best of terms. 

She was thirty-six years old. She was not pretty, and 
was marked with the small-pox; yet, when she smiled, 
there waa something pretty about her, and she had white 
regular teeth. Poor Boursier was nota handsome man— 
short-necked, with a bloated face and very fat—no,adecidedly 
commonplace man; and she, before her marr belonged 
toa higher rank in society, for she was the daughter of a 
distinguished mayistrate, She had tive children, the eldest 
twelve, the youngest five years old, and six servants (cook, 
shopmen and shopgirl, etc.), over which she ruled queen- 
like from her desk in the busy shop, and the business 
prospered. 

But on June 28, 1823, something happened. M. Boursier, 
so well, “Netter fifty moments snoring ® And I would that my voice coull utter when at home, as a rule, began his breakfast on rice-soup, 
” Than an hour with tecthing twins |” The thoughts that arise in me!” and this morning, after taking two or three spoonfuls, was 

. e . 


“T could not love thee, dear, 
Loved I not whisky more ! 


122 


seized with a violent fit of vomiting, and was aasisted to bed ina 
state of prostration. He had been taken ina similar way before, 
ana at first the doctor was not alarmed, but reduelly his patient 
grew worse, and died on the 30th. The widow appeared to be 
overwhelmed by grief. 

Shortly rumours of foul play spread about. A Greek, a valet out 
of a situation, named Kostolo, had recently made the Boursiers’ 
acquaintance, and become a constant visitor at the grocer’s house. 
He watched by Boursier’s bedside, and helped Madame to prepare 
the remedies, food and drinks ordered by the doctor. To one of 
the doctor's assistants he pointed out a strange blueness about the 
patient's nails, which he said he had noticed before in the case of a 
person who had been poisoned. 

The weather was very hot, the house small,and the shop crowded 
with eatables. The widow hurried the funeral, although one of the 
doctors suggested a post-mortem examination. But the doctors 
were pretty well agreed that their patient had died from natural 
causes, and the corpse was already in a state of putrefaction. 

Meanwhile, the rumours without spread further, until they reached 
the ears of Justice. Kostolo, immediately after the funeral, was 
swaggering about in the neighbourhood, boasting that he had long 
been Madame's lover, and that he would soon become the master 
of the shop. 

Here the Lawstepped in. An exhumation and examination took 
place, and Kostolo and Madame were sent for trial. The brutal 
cynicism of the Greek when under examination excited great dis- 

rust in court as he described the lore affair and his personal dislike 
‘or the woman, of whom he had borrowed moncy, and whose repu- 
tation he had ruined. 

It was proved that when Boursier had tasted the soup and com- 
plained Aj it, ais wife had takena apoont ul and said that she noticed 
nothing wrong. For the money she had advanced to Kostolo she 
held his acknowledgments, and it seemed incredible that she—a 
keen business woman—should have committed the crime merely 
to get rid of a husband who was the mainstay of a fee ers: 
business, anda blind and inoffensive creature, so easy to hoodwink. 
Asto the post-mortem examination, the doctors differed ; and finally 
it was decided that no traces of arsenic (the poison suggested by 
the prosecution) were to be found. Finally, the accused were 
acquitted : but public opinion was divided, the grocer’s shop shut, 
and the widow and children driven from home. 

° * ° e e 
LAITEST FROM THE SEET OFF WOR. 

things iss a bit orf inn the naybrood off the bowwoweries. 

unkel boffin e fite shi off the torcher chaimber, an the fosle 
Temane cum ome with emti pokits. 

itt giv you the six. 

(Next week, “ The ‘ Slop!" ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


uite a triumph, H. J. BLacKLY; You, of course, should perse- 
vere. SLOPER never harbours malice, Sv you're nothing, PHIL, to 
fear. Try again, DESPONDENT LovER, Prebably she mdy repent. 
That's the style, A Country READER— Non, of course, you're 
glad you went. Any time will do, KIRALFY ; SLOPER can afford 
to watt. No, MeGoosely cannot, TEAPOT— Booze would be the 
only bait. Sketch is Jairly good, Miss MINNIE, But, alas! we 
haven't space. Much too’personal, EXAMOURED ; Wouldn't do, in 
any case. Out of print entirely, WUF¥O; We have only got the 
last. Certainly it shail, EXQUIRER. No, JILL. not for ages past. 
All the poets, FrED, we murder, Are interred. uf course, in lime. 
Thanks for letter, BOLD BRAZILIAN ; You must have a lively time. 

ere SS 
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SEVEN CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girk 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER's HaLr-HOLIDAY” és 

blished throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


eo 
Youthful Bounder. Oh, I say! what pretty clocks you have on 
your stockings, miss. Do they strike? 
speek? J Girl. Yes. 
Youthful Bounder, What do they strike? 
Pretty Girl. Juvenile cads. « + 
s 


First Little Pet. Do you know, I thought it was so nice of 
Archie when he proposed. He didn't stammer and blush about it 
like some fellows. He just sat down beside me, and asked me 
quietly and pcliectenty to be his wife like a man. 

Second Little Pet. How truly sweet! That's where you reaped 
the advantage of having a fellow who's been engaged about twenty 
times. He must be pretty well accustomed to proposing by now, 
and knows how to take it calmly. 

s¢ 


* 
THERE was an old fellow of Harrow 
Who nightly went home on a barrow 
From the pub. where he boozed ; 
And he always refused 
To depart until primed to the marrow. 
ss. 


s 
Muddleby. Youlook worried, old man. What is it? Confide in 
me. Remember that two heads are better than one. 
Lushington (who is only suffering from that “one too many"), 
Not when you have been tight overnight, sonny. I'll havea soda 
and b., please. Pad 


Old Pigtail. Scrvice gone to the devil, sir, since the introduction 
of steam. There are no seamen now, sir; and, what there are, are 
of no use nowadays, 

Skinner, 1 can assure you that you are in error, sir; in fact, you 
don't know what you are talking about. 

Old. P, What the—how the—who the—wherc—what do you 
mean? 

Skinner, Why, sir, I maintain, and I will defy you to disprove it, 
that a captain has to depend more upon his screw than ever he had, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 469.—The “Flower Seiler" Costume. 


Frenchman. How much of vat 
you call dignity dons his noble 


‘4 \ og 
“ Are you eugaged for the next galop?” | face? 


Street Looser (to swellish laay, who is caught in an April shower). May I orfer 
yer a share of my ga:mp and the loan of my arm until the shower is over, miss ? 


“What is the meaning of R. I. P. 
on the gravestones, Bill 
repose in pieces, to be sure.’ 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 


| Saturday, April 22, 1893, 


Innocent American, What are the principles of this homwopathy 
that you believe in? 

Stull More Innocent Britisher, The motto is “ Similia Similibus 
Curantur,” like cures like—— 

Innocent American (interrupting). Oh, yes—capital! That's 
why they give a man whisky when he sees snakes—that's to say, 
when they bite him. Well, stranger, I'm suffering from the effects 
of whisky absorbed last night, so 1 think you'd better practise 
what you preach, * [ Bottles, glasscs, gurgles, 


Angy. You really mustn't mind what father says, dear, he can. 
not understand your cultured mind, your highly sensitive feelings, 
He is coarse, material, he has no soul. 

Edwin. Oh, I'm not quite so sure about that ; if you'd seen the 
wreck he made of my Sunday trousers when hecaught me hanging 
round your garden gate, I don't think you'd say that, Angy. 


s 
“BE mine, sweet one!" the lover cried. 
“With love I am beside myself.” 
“You'd better far,” the wot replied, 
“ Beside me be, you stupid elf!” 


Shuckleford. So you were a witness in the big case, were you? 
And were tes cross-examini 
Pugly. If you'd heard the fellow in the wig and gown shout and 
yell, you'd have thought I was ervss-examined. It’s a wonder ho 
didn't cat me. ee 
s 


Street Newsboy. Paper, sir? Paper? Globe, Pall Mall, Hevening 
Noose, or Westminster? Here you are, 8 
Penny Bound (roughly ). Hook it, you dirty little brute; get 
away. What do I want with a paper? 
Street Newsboy, Garn! can't blooming well read. Why don't 
yer join a night clarse? os 
s 


Brown, I wanted to see you, Mr. Robinson. Did you tell Mudly 
that I was a liar? 

Robinson. Certainly not. I only repeated what you told me 
about the most remarkable politeness of the railway officials at 
Victoria Station. 

Brown, Oh, ah, yes, Will you come and have one? 


s 
As from the races back you hie 
With kets cleared, like all beginners, 
Tlow sad to hear the newsboy’s cry 
Of “Extra speshul ‘ All the winners!” 


s 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS: Southdown.—Get away, do; 
you're kidding us. You were never so foolish as to believe the 
man who told you thatasick sheep is always allowed to sleep upon 
a flock mattress, °° 


a viper ts in Windmill Font, Waste 

ranger é rogressing over the beach-like a, ‘or 
a side walk PAW ell, { Gen say your vestry is Spnlegy Ser 
economical in its paths. 

Native (bitterly), That’s just where Phd wrong, as I can easily 
prove to you. The paths are sq bad that everybody walks in the 
road, the consequence is the road is continually out of repair, and 
has to be made up every few weeks. The road costs more to make 


up than the side path, so I fail to see where the economy comes in. 
es 


s 
Jones, Hallo, old man, [ hear you've been suffering from neu- 
ralgia! What did the doctor give you? 
Smith. Give me! Holy smoke! You should see the bill he has 
sent me in, and you wouldn't talk about “ giving.” 
ss 


J 
WE'VE hitherto thought it was useless to try 
Off a fisherman's yarn to knock bits, 
But we now will admit that the parrot tale lie 
Just wallops the former to fits. 
7s 


. 

Gwendoline. Yes, George was very demonstrative when I con- 
sented to be his wife, 1 thought he'd never leave off embracing me. 

Mabel. Oh, quite so! it was what you might call a pressing 
engagement, eh, dear? es 

. 

Jones (rather short-sighted, overtaking total stranger and 
in Ward him on back from behing), Hullo, old fellow ! ‘how are 
you? 60 glad to see you again, who'd have thought of meet— 

Stranger. Confound you, sir! how dare you strike me in that 
blackguardly manner? You ought to be more careful that you've 


got the 5 perem 

Jones. Hy, sir, 1 must apologise, but I took you for the Ear! 
of B—, the likeness is — wond—. 

Stranger (greatly mollified). Say no more, sir, I entreat, I quite 
see how the mistake occurred. Magnificent weather, isn't it? 
Good morning to you, gvod morning. 

| 


s 
Tailor. You want an overcoat, Mr. Pebblebeach? Just so, sir 
What colour did you think of having? 
Pebblebcach. Well, considering the y way you always worry 
me for my account, I think adun shade would be most appropriate 


s 
“Wov.p,” I cried, “that I could tell thee 
All wy wealth ot love, my dear.” 
“ All your wealth of oof, ol chappie,” 
She replied, “ I'd rather hear.” , 


Chief Editor. Hallo! What's ‘this mean? Why have you left 
out “ Naval Intelligence” in this week's paper ? 
Assistant Editor. Why, to tell you the truth, I was reading about 
the number of vessels that have run ashore during the last 
i months, and I didn't think there was any naval intelligence 
eft. es 
. 


Young Skipley (having his bumps felt), Well, and what do you 
think Moai be the beat culling ree me a adopt? : 
ss nc, fo Well, sir, as your bump of indolence is so largely 
developed, I can see nothing for you but to go into a Government 
office. se 
* 


Old Snufiicton. These reports in the papers make me quite sick. 
Thank Heaven I can say no woman ever tempted me yet. 

Young Duecboy, Never mind; some girl may take a fancy to 
you yet. You're not very old, you know, and I've heard that there 
are some people who really prefer red hair. 


s 
“ BE slippy, waiter, please,” I said 
(The Fates avenged my use of slang). 
He slipped, and dropped upon my hea 
The soup-dish, with an awful bang. 


_ Young Sharpshina (doing home work). Dad, I'm doing my adjec- 
tives, and I've got to give examples. Look here, I've got * Bail. 
worse, worst.” What can 1 say for them ! 

Old Sharpshins, Mumph! bad, worse, worst—love, marriage, 
divorce. oe 

s 
Atthe Ball. Before Supper. 

Muffit. Tlow ious Mra. Welthy looks ! 

Bufit, Yes; I've just told her that she and her daughter look 
like twins. 

Mufit. Good! I'll make a note of that. 

. After Supper. 

Buffit, Good gracious! What's the matter—face ecratched, collar 
torn? Why, you're a wreck ! 

Mufit. I feel it. I tried to work the oracle with Miss Welthy. 
as you did with her mother. I made the same remark, and she weit 
forme. Some people have no luck, 


Saturday, April 22, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE ADELPHI. 


—— 


THERE is little doubt but that George R. Sims and Robert 
Puchanan's new drama, The Black Domino, will have a prosperous 
run at the Adelphi. 

If for nothing else, the scenery 
deserves a visit, and will prove 
a draw. When into one play you 
are able tocrama pink wedding, 
a fancy ball at Covent Garden 
Theatre, the night charges at 
Bow Street, Covent Garden 
Market at morning, and the ter- 
race of the Star and Garter at 
Richmond, you ought to fetch 
big pits and galleries. True is it 
that there is nothing new under 
the sun, and the k Snook 
tells me that years and years 

at the Surrey, he saw the 
night cha in a play called 

‘am, and Covent Garden Mar- 
ket in another piece called Ruth, 
and that the market was much 
more realistic, inasmuch that 
real market pe were engaged, 
_, and a seemingly real vegetable 
* sale, with the usual market cus- 
toms and cries carried on, and 
an early coffee-stall—items that 
might be added with effect to 
the Adelphi’s production. 
Arthur Williams, by the way, 
acted in the piece, and may 
remember the details. 

The Black Domino is blessed, 
as have been several dramas of 
pe ig with an unheroic hero. 
. Lord Dashwood is a weak- 
kneed chappie, who, having had his fling, resolves to “ settle down.” 
This, however, is not so easily done without “ settling up” the debts 
he owes to certain creditors who are inclined to be nasty ; and, to 
get out of his troubles, he signs his father's name to a bill. 

_Previous to Lord Dashwood's marriage, a considerable portion of 
his time and money has been more or less wasted in the society of 
Clarice (not Kate) Hamilton, who, when the matrimonial project 
arises, he rather meanly away from and leaves out in the 
cold. This hardly seems fair to the neglected one and she resol ves, 
if possible, to stop the little ceremony, or, anyhow, to make a scene. 
In this she is thwarted, and in the end repenting of her wicked ways, 
expouses the lawful wife's cause ; and, when the wife is lured by 
the villain of the play to his chambers, changes dominoes with her 
and saves her reputation, poisoning herself in the last act and 
littering the 
hotel _—_— terrace 
with her inani- 
mate form, thus 
leaving his lord- 
ship to continue 
his career, 
which, let us 
hope, in the 
future is a more 
creditable one, 

At the pre- 
sent time, when 
the Law Courts 
have shown up 
the shady side 
of the aristo- 
cracy rather 
strongly, the 
Dook — Snook 
Lord Bob, and 
the Hon'ble 


Lord Dashwood: CHARLZS GLENNY. 


Billy Bunshun.-. ii 

ter, who accom- 4) 

panied me to, vy) 

the Adelphi. We 

were inclined | y 

to resent the 4 

interpolation of 

80 hless a 

Lord Dash- 

wood. But, as Rose Berton: Clarice Berton: 

| began by in- Bgssie HaTrox. Mrs, Parnick CAMPBELL 
timating, The 

Black Domino is a success, and possibly the immaculate hero is 


going out of fashion. 

The scene of the fancy ball at Covent Garden is very fine. The 
private boxes are built substantially, and filled with gaily attired 
guests. There are no end of bright costumes, and some curious 
and:con.ic. There are some, indeed, that 1 have seen at the real 
fancy balls, and that there, I believe, took prizes. It was rumoured 
that Sir Augustus might himself appear on the scene in effigy on 
the first night, but he sat in front of me instead in the stalls. 

The acting is very good. Glenny did all he could for the weak 
lordling, and a fight Beween: him and the bad man Abingdon is 
very effective. Abingdon is excellent, of course. Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell, as the naughty Clarice, shows to great advantage, and 
her death scene is most artistic. 

Clara Jecks is as clever and lively as ever, but we sce too little 
of her. Evelyn Millard, as the good wife, is tender and emotional ; 
and Bessie Hatton, 
as the sister of the 
naughty one, is very 
nice, 

Dale is amusing, 
and Northcote plays 
a small part excel- 
lently. <As 
naughty girl's 
father, a blind 
organist, Cockburn 
hasa striking bit of 
business to do, and 
does it well. Thal- 
berg shows to ad- 
vantage as a doctor, 
and there are small 

rts capitally filled 

y Howard Russell, 
John Phipps, Har- 
wood Cooper and 
others, 

But 1 think my 
friend Arthur 
Williams has the 
best part in the 
piece, and is ex- 
tremely funny. His 
character is that of 
a demure old sneak, 
a lawyer and bill 
discounter, who, 
after hours, goes 
forth upon the lark, 
and, in the costume of Cupid, mingles with the giddy throng at 
the fancy ball, returning to eee Fay in the morning with all a head 
on him. His acting and make-up are very comical, and you 
should not miss seeing him. 


g 


Joshua Moneybun: ARTHUUR WILLIAMS, 


the. 
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THE RURAL’ CLERGYMAN. 
THE rural clergyman may plank his brass 
Upon his favourite racehorse every day : 
The rural clergyman may gaily pass 
In idle gossip half his hours away. 
The rural clergyman in rural bars 
May hobanob with ploughboys night by night: 
The rural clergyman may scurril pars 
About his neighbours to the papers write. 
he rural clergyman, Don Juan like, 
May Phyllis, Jean, and Amaryllis court : 
The rural clergyman may thump and strike 
His old grey nag in alanm-worthy sort. 
The rural clergyman may meanly clutch 
Il}l-gotten gaius from whomsoe'er he can: 
The rural clergyman may have as much 
Religion as the graceless Friend of Man. 
The rural clergyman, in short, may own 
The whole seven deadly sins: yet, strange to tell, 
The rural clergyman will still be known 
As one to be admired and loved full well. 
But, if His Rural Reverence, ill-advised, 
Shall, from his pulpit preach, with fluent tongue, 
For more than half an hour, he'll live despised, 
And die unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ! 


HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No. 3—HELEN or Troy. 


“THE most beautiful woman in the world” (it sounds like a side 
show at the Aquarium, with a man blowing a trumpet and distri- 
buting handbills outside) justified her title by being the cause of 
more  igerrer fuss than her limited opportunities seemed likely 
to make possible. How she secured that title, Homer & Co. do not 
tell us. Whence was this patent of beauty? Were her photographs 
in the shop windows side by side with the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, Frank Slavin “in the buff,” and Flo and Connie—we should 
say the Countesses of Clancarty and Orkney? Did she earn an 
honourable salary by writing autograph testimonials to skin soaps? 
or did she accept royalties on the sale of corsets for which she stood 
sponsor? Was her portrait in the Academy? and did she pose con- 
spicuously in front of it so as to give the British public an oppor- 
tunity of comparing it with the original? Did she talk at the to 
of her voice, and generally “chuck herself about in theatres,” an 
otherwise combine as much vulgarity and snobbishness as possible 
in the attempt to secure admiration, or, at anyrate, notoriety? 
These are the chief characteristics and attributes of modern 
beauties ; andas Homer lays claim to none of them for his heroine, 
she seems at once almost to be put cut of court asa recognised 
pattern of beauty. 

Anyhow. Helen had a good time. That is past question. The 
Bride of Menelaus, who, it must be confessed, seems to have been 
rather a chucklehead, she quickly turned that highly-respectable 
person up for Paris, the Shepherd of Mount Ida, though what the 
son of a king was doing with sheep no one can tell. But kings 
were cheap thenadays, and everyone who had a back yard called it 
a kingdom, instead of nenieg it intoa tennis ground. The Greek 
division must have been spoiling for a war, or else very anxious for 
an excuse to get away from their wives and their creditors, or they 
wouldn't have all gone helter-skeltering off simply because one of 
their number didn't know how to look after his own piece of calico. 
And the Trojans were ready for them, and the gods, the happy 
gods who sit aloft and watch the fun, entered into the whole spirit 
of the thing in the most sportsinanlike manner. There was plenty 
of betting, and each side had its “corner,” the most disreputable 
malpractices on behalf of their favourites being resorted to in an 
open and unstinted manner, that reflects considerable credit on the 
divine “cheek.’’ When in the Smith and Slavin fight at Bruges 
the Smithites hit Slavin with knuckle-dusters and things, there was 
an outery; but that was all fair play compared with the little 
assistances and disadvantages handed to their favoured champions 
and their opponents by the blameless immortals. As it appears 
that by this time Fair Helen was about seventy years of age, the 
game_ appeara hardly to have been worth the expense of the 
illuminating power-employed. ' 

After Troy had been satisfactorily busted up, and the various 
heroes had started for their homes again, and teste the Odyssey and 
the Zneid took as long as possible over the operation, we don't hear 
so much about Nell until Virgil makes A‘neas hop up again with a 
fresh husband, an elder brother of Paris. This family must have 
been infatuated about the old haybag. Why 7, should fight for 
her was a mystery from the first, but she evidently exerci: some 
charm over them, and they ar the old Guy Fawkes in the family; 
and no pareculey register of her death being alluded to, 
she is going about somewhere still advertising herself as 
beautiful woman in the world. 

As to her pretentions to actual beauty, they are easily dissipated. 
There is no positive evidence in statuary of the time, or even sub- 
sequently, when the Greeks were death on stone-chipping. Homer 
speaks of her using a certain elixir for her beauty; probably 
something that you could buy at Clarkson's, the wigmaker. You 
can call stout and bitter nectar and ambrosia, if you like, and 
similarly you may talk about divine elixirs when what you really 
mean is “gyp,” “fake,” “slap,” liquid cream of roses, hair wa-h 
ant all the rest of the adjuncts to the beauty of a modern “real 
aidy. 

We next come to the undoubted facts that there never was a 
Homer, nor a Trojan war, nor any real woman answering to Helen. 
This last consideration seems to dispose of all claims to pre- 
eminent beauty on the part of the subject of this version, 

(Next week, * Queen Llizabeth.” ) 


ie most 


THE OLD DEADWOOD COACH. 

HE was a bright young “local” reporter, a brainy sort of fellow, 
and heconsidered that he threw considerable light into the columns 
of The Little Peddlington Echo and Lower Dodderidge Observer. 
If any smart functions or extraordinary kicks-up took place in 
that part of the country, you might depend—ay, you cy ed even 
bet sixpence—that the editor sent this identical young budding 
Sala down to “do” it 

On Easter Monday, * Pangwell’s Royal Imperial Menagerie, and 
Butfalo William's Combination of Circuses,” pitched in the field 
called Sowter’s Meadow. Al! Dodderidge and Peddlington flocked 
to see it. It was stupen'ous—amazing! Such clowns, such cattle, 
such cowboys; and then to wind up with, the exciting attack by 
Redoker Indians upon the old Dea wood passenger coach. That 
coach scored the biggest success that had ever been known either 
in Peddlington or Dodderidge—a real blood-stained, bullet-riddled 
conveyance, that had obviously figured in a hundred actual fights. 

That night, when the company had packed up and the Indians 
were rubbing off their sunburn upon a greasy vaselined rag, the 
smait young reporter, notebook in hand, sought out the Bah alae 
and getting him quietly into the little private bar of the a: 
makers’ Rest, told hin that he would like to give the history of t 
coach in his weekly thriller. 

No, the proprietor didn’t mind him doing this, but talking being, 
as he remarked, deuced dry work, he merely stipulated for drinks 
all round for the cowboys and himself, and he would truthfully 
relate the history of the old coach. ’ 

Of course Sala secundus stood the drinks, Who wouldn't have 
embraced such a brilliant opportunity ? 

“ Well, young feller,” said the peonr stor “T'll tell yer the life 
an’ history o’ that there old coach. That there old coach is a old 
hearse as I picked . | fora mere song at the sale of a bankrup’ 
undertaker’s stock. give three sovereigns for it; and I took it 
‘ome and set my fellers to blaze away at it with bullets, slugs. 
pebbles and what-not for ten minutes. Then I got a pal o’ mine— 
a butcher at Barnet—to kill a sheep on its tloor, and—eh ?—what? 
—are ye goin’—” 

The history of the old Deadwood Coach was not given, as pro- 
mised, in the following Saturday's Leho and Observer, 


rhaps: 
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THE CLEVEREST MAN IN FLEET STREET 


—— 


SCENE: The Old Cheshire Cheese. Time: Luncheon-time on a 
steak and Jurk pie day, The quaint old place is crammed with the 
crowd usual on 
these occasions, 
and the busy hun 
of many _ voices 
prevails. Journa- 

ists from the 
neighbouring 
ottices, solicitors, 
business men, 
barristers = and 
students from the 
Temple, _ hither 
they flock with 
appetites as eager 
as their tongues. 

What is that <= 
rippling above 
the deep hum of 
men’s voices? A 
trio of women's 
voices. Young 
Masthorne from 
the Temple has 
brought his 
sister, his cousin 
(such a sweet 
cousin!) and his 
aunt to see the 

lace where 


oswell, an In Fleet Street. 

where, it is more 

than likely, dear Oliver Goldsmith, the most immorta: ot them 
all. occasionally got tipsy when Fortune had been kind. 

Maythorne has been showing his visitors the lions of the Royal 
Courts, and when these rose has suggested, “ Let us take a walk 
down Fleet Street.” He has shown them Child's where old Temple 
Bar stood, and where they keep the ledger containing Nell Gwynne’s 
account ; Dick's Coffee-house, where the fatal rapier duel was 
fought ; the palace where once Wolsey led Henry, but barbers now 
hold those they shave, by the nose; Hoare’s Bank, where still 
hangs the gilded sign of “ The Leather Bottel ;" Wren's tower of St. 
Dunstan's and spire of St. Bride's, and he has pointed out en 
errand the men who write articles slashing the Ministry to bits 

obnobbing with those who write others reprobating the disgrace- 
ful tactics of the Opposition ; the smart “turns out ” of the patrons 
of sport at the doors of the Sporting Life and Sportsman; the 
men of sombre 
visage who write 
for the comic 
press—the men to 
whom the manu- 
facture of mirth 
is a serious busi- 
ness (as also often 
to their readers), 
and at last the 
merry party are 
seated, chatting 
volubly, laughing 
merrily, in one of 
the old-fashioned 
boxes of the 
0. C. C, 

They have 
eaten their pud- 
ding, and May- 
thorne is pointing 
out to his aunt (a 
full-blown rose) 
and to his cousin 

a blushing rose- 


ud) the lions 
who are being fed. 
A man shuities 
into the room and 
looks round with 
re in which 
there gleams a 
The merry party are seate1. strange _ light; 

his head wags an 

his limbs tremble as he pauses in the spade . 
He has forgotten. Of the ten shillings lineage he drew this 
morning not enough remains to pay fora dinner. He has drunk so 
well that he cannot eat to-day. He backs from the threshold up 
against the bar. Maythorne’s cousin shudders as she regards him. 


“Who is that?” she whispers. . 
“That is the cleverest man in Fleet Street,” Maythorne replies. 
“ He can write capeliy about anything. He has filled the editorial 
chair of some of the biggest papers, but he has slipped out of them 
just as he slips off a taproom bench—drunk. He took a Double 
birst years ago at Oxford. They say a love atfair took him off the 
line. “He can pen you a sonnet, criticise a play, review a book or 
write a leader with the best. On some days he will earn ten 
guineas writing an exhaustive article on comparative theology or 
philology ; on others he will scrape half a crown by reporting a tire. 
There is a strange look in the eyes of Maythornes aunt as she 
gazes through 
the doorway 
across the mist 
of tobacco smoke 
on the Lay ag 
tion-ravaged fea- 
tures of the 
cleverest man in 
Fleet Street. 
And he on 
whom she gazes 
meets her eyes, 
and his own di- | 
late wondrously. 
He, too, sees that 
face; yet not 
uite the face 
that is, but sun- 
shine of the face 
that was. Sees it 
across the mist of 
years; sees once 
more a lane 
where the air was 
heavy with the 
verfume of sweet 
riar, melodious 
with the song of 
birds ; where wild 
flowers gleamed 
among the bush- f / | 
yrass on the . 
nks. and where 
the grass was like 
velvet to the feet. d 
They have served his brandy. With a palsied hand the cleverest 
man in Fleet Street raises it to his lips, and then shuttles out into 
the roaring torrent of humanity, where man is most alone. 


He mects her eyes. 
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“Now, guv'nor, help a poor unemployel chap, and let's carry 
them parcels for you.” 


0:© iiss Sioper Will Mc ditightod bo Ficelie pastoprapha (vets thans | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE | 


yf her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 283.—Miss Amy Lister, 


“No words can ever paint my. love, my all-consuming’ passion.” 
—The Dook Snook, 


“In vain [ crave for just one word of hope.” 


“ How many hearts arc wrecked, alas! by Amy's fatal beauty.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) It was decided by the Kirk ladies, Mrs. McWaspie and Mrs. McYelper, that it was 
time a “douce, well-loing, handsome, and releegions man like Elder McNab should hae a 
wife, not young and frivolous, but staid and domesticated mair like himsel’.” 


t-Lord Bob. 


“Now then, did yer ‘ear me s'y mike aiste ?" 
“Well, I'm mike-aistin’, ain't 1?” 


= 


ates, 


Neqnes 
vi NARA 
digs 


“Would to heaven you hadn't come!” Such were the worls Mr. Balfour usel 
while sitting at breakfast at Belfast. “Arthur!” cried the Eminent, reproachfuily, 
“IT thought you would be overjoyed to see me, and welcome me as your right-hand 
man on this auspicious occasion, I have come to work for the cause, and 1] hopet 
that you, Arthur, would receive me right heartily ; and now—” Here A. SLOVER 
buried his face in the milk jug. “Had I not known,” went on the Old Man, wiping hi 
mouth on his coat sleeve, “as everyoue else does, that you are a large-hearted, fearless 
chap, I should have thought you were jealous, Come, Arthur, admit that those 
words, hastily spoken, were——" “Oh, dry up!” cried Mr. Balfour, impatiently. “1 
will not dry up, Arthur, During the short time I have been here in Belfast think 
not I have been idle."——(1) “ But a short time ago I had a rather powerful argu- 
ment with one who I imayined was a Nationalist, but found, after a little mutual 
damage, was a Unionist. But come to the window and sce a pleasant surprise | have 
for you."——(2) There below were Alexandry and Jubilee staggering under a huge 
banner, on which was depicted the Ulster emblem, supported by Mr. Balfour and A. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


[summer SUITINGS 


MADE TO MEASURE. 


“ Mr. Sprawler, will you please take the end of this measure round this 
yentieman’s Waist and mect me the other side ?~ 


NTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—The Right Hon. A.J. BALFOUR, Esq., M.P. 
© @ 


VOMIT ASA 


(Saturday, April 22, 1893, 


YY 
WY, 


“There's a lot of fuss in Londen 
about reforming the Lords, W}, 
it’s nothing, my dear. Why,” 
reformed my husband, the EF. 
before I had him in hand a mouth.” 
Extract srom Letter of Young Lady. 

$e 


s 


LOTT 
; : 


SLOPER, the latter represented as William of Orange. The famous statesman 
tuuttered something that rhymed with “jam.” “Better language, Arthur, or I shall 
bein to fear you are vexed.” “To tell you the truth, SLOPKR, Iam.” “Arthur, [ 
am burt! Why, I thought we might, for the benefit of the Belfast boys, have playe! 
a yame of golf together, say fur a hundred up, I don’t know much about it myself. 

-~—(3) “It’s true I practised a bit in our back yard at home."——(4) “ Till I received 
a batch of summonses from my neighbours for fractured windows.” And, overcome 
with emotion, A. SLOPER this time buried his face in the slop basin and shed into it 
ycnuine tears of bitter disappointment. “Come, SLOPER,” cried Mr. Balfour, touche! 
with the devotion of the F.O.M., “I did not wish to hurt your feelings—do you really 
want to aid the cause?" “Ido!” “Then listen, A party of Loyalists will drill to- 
hight by moonlight in the Ballyugly bog; will you join their ranks?” “ My bau! 
on it!” “Tis well! Their captain shall conduct you there at once, and place you 
ou guard till the main body arrives."——(5) It is conjectured that A. SLOrKi is 
still on outpost duty, for up to the time of guing to press nothing has been Lard of hin. 


PLAYING IT LOW DOWN ON THE ELDER. 


} 


2 
] 


bodies o’ men, the Laird and the Meenister.” 


(2) When the Elder received a letter embodying all this he wasticklel 
all over, aul said, “Noo, they're sensible women, no’ like their daft at the first interview with the chosen damsel, should be struck dows 


(3) It was remarked afterwards that it was remarkable that the Eller. 


suddenly and senseless with the intliaenzy, 
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A. Rum Arvie -Elohemend: : 
- iI St voy oe : 
& i > = ie 


1a 


CheMkirg Shi p- 


CreKced-urder-Difyicul Sics. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here we are, my testive ones; here’s your weekly show fur you; but, ere we commence, just let Temperunce party prove ton strong. A hasty scuffle, dowen goes Bung :—To Yankecland a splendia 
me remind sou thot the date for the yabliestion Of Larks! is now actually tixed. Ah! you trip. Behold the famous Viking ahi = Tacks’ and lark and Larks! galore! SLOPER tu the 
stand aghast at the nearness of the event.do you? Just wait till you see it. If it doesn't make — front once more :—With the organ-grinder sloping, The poor ge now for home is moping :—The 
the whole of the universe sit up and stare, I'm prepared to give up the showman business and enter same old game—a naltry trick— And now for months sheU vakum pick :— For bats and balls the 
a monastery. But to business :— 7 India a loag farewell.and Back to England for a spell:-—The poor boys plead; To send ‘trill be a noble deed, Ta-ta!—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


Pin 2 


A COOL REQUEST. 


9 J} «SL Vie 
titel 
Naas 1 et 


“That's not the way to niow upatyre. Where's your pump?” 
“Tut pumped myself, and I want the beggar to inflate me.” 


DEFENCE, NOT DEFIANCE. 
A glimpse into the future, 
When it McGuzzler reached home at 3a.m. from 
the volunteer besdquarters Mrs. Sergeant McGuzzler was 

waiting up for him 


epee: 


“Now, Jumbo, you'd better say yer prayers, ‘cos there 
won't be any of you left.” “And you, Ginger, had better , R > 2 “Who was the first man?” “Adam.” “And what was tle 
Say yours. One of us will be killed, and it won't be me!” Pair One. 1 do wish you'd led ine a bit of paint and a brush for our servant to repaint the dresser. | name uf his wifey" * Mrs, Adam,” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


‘“LARKEKS?!" 

WITH every copy of this week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY” we give, as 
a Supplement, two pages from the First Number of Larks! This 
me astounding 
: Halfpenny 

Comie will 
published to 
a world 


;in mind, 
a please, that 
\ these two 
give 
> you a very 
Air idea of 
what the 
remaining 
six are like, 
for Larks! 
is an pent 
aper. 
Wit you be 
ood enough 
: jes an 
C gentlemen, to 
e 1 of the Supplement and study “The Ball’s 
! don't on any account miss page 2, containing 
the opening chapsers of “Condemned to Death.” For ourselves, 
sitting in Shoe Lane and turning over the eight of the First 
Number, we can only come to one conclusion—that it is a Mam- 
moth Show fora Halfpenny. « « 
s 


HERE is a little homely incident in the life of Mrs. Langtry. 
We got it from Tootsie, and Tootsie got it from a friend of hers, a 
pe who works at Lewis and Allenby’s. It appears that the Jersey 

sily gets her dresses at L. and A.'s, and one day was in their place 
describing how she wanted a dress made. One of her directions 
was: * Put a steel in my skirt.” Lewis and Allenby’s representa- 
tive politely expostulated with, “A steel, madam! None of our 
ladies are wearing steels.” To which the fair one replied, “ Your 
ladies be d——d. If 1 want a steel, I'll have one.” There, isn’t 
that sweet? We always preferred her to any other. 


Now that it has been decided by so eminent an authority as the 
Master of the Rolls that the discovery of a physical defect in the 
fair object of a young 
man's affection does not 
justify him in breaking 
off any matrimonial en- 
gavement he may have 
formed, it behoves every 
young man thinking of 
contracting marriage to 
make fairly sure that his 
lady love’s charms are the 
genuine gifts of Nature. 
ln the matter of false 
limbs it is, of course, 
rather a delicate matter ; 
but it should be mutually 
agreed that the lady 
proves beyond question 
that her teeth and ring- 
lets do not “take off at 
night,” and that her com- 
plexicn is capable of re- 
sisting the influence of 
soap and water. 


= 

Mr. Tom GREEN, F.O.S., 
has been giving his Bur- 
les ue mpersonations, 
including ALLY, of course, 
at the Piers on the South 
. The Pier Pavilion f 
at Eastbourne had .him . 
at Easter, and Worthing and a lot of the other important seaside 
towns have since been stirred up by his funniosities. Tom is 
really very clever. °° 


Mr. GRANT ALLEN, in his Post-Prandial Psegncg op appear- 
ing in the Westminster Gazette, was awfully fine on “ Teutonised 
English Scientific Education.” He says: 
“ Let each of us thank the goodness and the grace 
That on his birth have smiled, 
That he was born of English breed, 

And not a German child.” 
A. SLOPER has rubbed this well into the Twins, and they say it regu- 
larly every evening before being chucked into their virtuous cots. 


= 
THE rumour that one of the Mildewed One's autographs fetched 
a fancy price at Southeby’s the other day, has no foundation in fact. 
There are too many documents bearing the Ancient’s signature 
floating around just now in financial circles to make his first of 
much value, “° 


Ir The Babble Shop fails to improve the fortunes of the hitherto 
unlucky Trafalgar Square Theatre, nothing else will, *o funnier 
Paes burlesque 
yy has ever 
é reviously 
lyse oa 
any 8 
than the 
one in ques- 
tion, and it 
most cer- 
tainly ought 
to run as 
long as The 
Baubdble 
Shop itself. 
An excel- 
lent oe: 
pany is en- 
ed in the 
interpreta- 
tion of the 
jece, and 
th Cyril 
Maude and 
Arthur 
Playfair, as 
well as Liz- 
zie Ruggles, 
are to be 
commend- 
ed on their 


es 


cust your eyes on se 
Pond Banditti,” an 


admirable rendering of their respective characters. 


Cuar.es Crop & SoNs, Brooksby Walk, London, are the 
manufacturers of the latest Sloper Pipe, and an excellent one it is 


too. Every admirer of the Eminent should purchase one and 
thus make themselves happy for ever. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE American “serioand dancer” who, jealous of a sister artiste, 
deliberately set fire to the latter's scanty and filmy attire as she 
was leaving her 
dressing-room 
Lat P aratory to 

king her “turn” 
upon the stage, 
will, we are glad 
to see, be pre- 
vented from ac- 
cepting any 7 
English engage- <_ 
ments for three 4% 
years 
enforced _retire- | 
ment at the ex- 

nse of the State. 

he victim of the 
out: is, sean hy 
severely burn 
well on the road 
to recovery. Here 
in merry England 
we are not exempt 
from an occasioual 
breeze between 
the fair members 
of the profession, 
but _ fortunately F 
they draw the line at such pleasantries as instanced above, anda 
scratched face and the loss of a little hair is usually the utmost 
extent of the damage. + 


THE Annual Dinner of the employees of the Royal Aquarium, 
Westminster, caine off on Good Friday at the Crown and Anchor 
Hotel, Preston, Brighton. A.SLOPER, who is positively worshipped 
by the Staff at the Westminster Show, was unavoidably absent. 
The truth is, he gave up his holiday «o as to lend a hand with 
Larks! the New Ilalfpenny Comic, which is going to take the 
town by storm on Monday, May, 1, 


s 
SuNDAY, April 9th, will, beyond doubt. figure in contesntorery 
history as a red letter day, for on that date the Mildewed Fabric 
took part in the United Friendly Temperance and Trade Unions 
Demonstration and Parade in aid of that deserving institution, the 
Western General Dispensary. A. SLOPER, likeall great men when 
they appear in public, suffers considerable inconvenience from the 
well-meant attentions of an almost too enthusiastic crowd. On 
this occasion, however, the Pride of Middlesex Body Guards con- 
stituted themselves his excort, and right well and gallantly did 
they fulfil their difficult duty. oe 


s . 

THE newspapers have, perhaps rightly, devoted a considerable 
amount of space of lute to the discussion of the bullet-proof 
uniform subject, and 
beyond all question it 
is one of no little im- 

rtance. A. SLOPER 

as, unfortunately, no 
theory of his own as 
to who was, really the 
original inventor, he 
wasn't there at the 
time, and consequent- 
ly knows nothing 
aboutit. Should, how- 
ever, the uniform be 
ever adopted in this 
country it should 
prove an_ incentive 
to able - bodied but 
timid young men to 
join the army, for the 
chances of being pot- 
ted in action are of 
course reduced to a 
minimum when the 
cranium is the only 
vulnerable portion of 
the anatomy. In the 
eyes of French duel- 
lists too, the invention 
should find much fa- 
vour. A pistol would 
be about as effective , 
asa pea-shooter against a substance which can resist a rifle bullet. 
and thus honour could be satisfied, the opponents shake hands an 
retire to the bosoms of their respective families covered with 
imperishable glory. *\° 

Messrs. CASTLE AND SHANNON, of Hope Villas, Shooter's Hill, 
won the Sloper Challenge Cup at ¢ruft’s last Dog Show. These 
gentlemen share the honour of wearing the Medal, given by ALLY, 
with the Cup. Castle wears it on Sundays and Bank Holidays, 
and Shannon sides about with it on from Monday morning to 
Saturday night. The decoration is thus divided. 


s 
Every little helps. We have received 2d. from “Spoofer” in 
aid of our “Fund for the Relief of the Destitute Poor.” Spoofer, 
Spoofer, why didn’t you let us have your donation before? As it 
is, we have to give you a special par., for the Fund is closed, and 
your subscription must be carried forward till next winter's Appeal. 
s 

FEELING in want of a livener, the other evening. and “Un- 
sweetened ” failing to have the necessary effect, A. SLOPER weighed 
into the Empire Theatre of Varieties, 
and was rewarded for his pains by 
witnessing one of the finest entertain- 
ments ever put on a variety stage. 
The two ballets, “Katrina” and 
“ Round the Town,” are really superb, 
and it is difficult to conceive two 
finer spectacles. A capital variety 
company is sandwiched in with the 
ballets, and the result was that 
A. SLOPER left the theatre in a far 
better frame of mind than that in 
which he arrived. ‘ 


As yet another sign of the forward- 
ness of the season, A. SLOPER says he 
distinctly heard the cuckoo hiccup 
the other night as he was returning 
from The Rumfoozlers’, 


THE Mildewed Fabric has this day 
been pleased to confer the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Miss HELEN 
Luck, because she's.a bright and viva- 
cious actress. ‘Feyther,” cooed the 
Blue-Eyed Alexandry, “Helen's a 
rising actress without doubt. Apart 
from ‘er actin’ in Diplomacy, there's 
a charm about 'er as makes me feel I 
wish I hadn't plighted my troth to 
Heveliney. Would it be advisable, in 
the hinterests of the Family, for me 
to ‘and over Heveliney, to, say, Bill "Igyins, so that unfettered 1 
might throw myself at the feet of Hel——” ‘But before the love- 
sick lad had had time to pour forth his heart's soul, a fatherly and 
horny hand was administering spanks. 


(Saturday, April 22, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs. 


A CALRNDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 20TH APRIL, 1893, 
— 


pril, 1828.—The followin 


result, for seldom, under the ee of Royalty, has there congre. 
ne so numerous and splendid a company as in St. James's 
lace on the 23rd inst. 


glossy, and luxuriant; their blooming complexio: d ip 
necks and arms of radiant whiteness, all 2 ay ln ara 


vertising even 


pease i ee 
24th April, 1886.—On this day a farmer and his wife wer: 

charged wit riage d to their servant, a girl of 14. On the 22nq 

January, although the 

her into the yard naked. 

made her was’ 


was too dreadful to 
lynch the cruel wretches. 


warning to them that violate and prophane forbidden daies.” To 
sit and watch in the church porch, on St. Mark's Eve, and to see 
the ghosts of those who are to die the nent 7a, pass b 

church, was once a superstitious custom in Yorkshire, 


26th Ap: 1886.—" Six months ago,” says a writer in the 
gt Tiage Me on this day, “a Chester pauper received a legacy 
of £540. arrangement was made by which he was to remain 
as an assistant at the Altrincham Workhouse, but the Local 


: He accordingly went 
out, and has just been readmitted in a condition, having 
squandered £500 of the money.” 


27th April, 1839.—Mr. Battier, formerly of the 10th Hussars, 
whose dispute with his brother officers excited such a noise some 
years previously, died in Paris this day. 


28th April, 


Black Watch, was the a. 
ment was formed. It arose from the colour 


beck, of Inverness Te proved this day, directs that the letters 
of her late et of h A 
v her 


THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 

WITH a scowl of bitter anger on my features, 

With a pang of bitter anger in my heart, 
I forsook that most divine of prey creatures 

Whom I'd sworn to love till Azriel us should part. 
For I'd overheard my wife declaring gaily 

(When she little thought I listened at the door) 
To a female friend and neighbour that she dail 

Loved the handsome Willie Vernon more and more! 


Full a week 1 spent in gambling-dens unhallowed, 
Having sworn that to my wife I'd ne’er return ; 

Full a week I rashly, wretchedly slakewallowed, 
Having sworn by fervid liquor-fires to burn 

All the anguish from my grieving heart. But still her 
Faithless image rose for ever to my view, 

So I muttered, “1 will kill her! 1 will kill her!” 
And irately to my cottage home I flew. 


And my weeping wife was thankful to behold me, 
But with curses I informed her why I'd fled ; 

And she made me feel, by something which she told me. 
Very woundily inclined to paneh my head. 

For she showed me in a twinkling that the bally 
Willie Vernon, upon whom her heart was set, 

Was not handsome Willie Vernon of our valley, 
But—the hero of a penny novelette ! 


A REMARKABLE CURE. F 
A GENTLEMAN, publicly recommending one of the advertising 
physicians, states at the conclusion of hie long testimony that he: 
*now eats and sleeps like a child.” He must sit up in a high 
chair, then, and wear a bib, and eat with his fingers ; and he must 
sleep in a cradle. with his fist in his mouth, and his head in the 
place where his heels ought to be. 


THEY’RE ALL ALIKE. 

Poor George came in hot, tired and dusty from the City, aud 
dropped into his favourite armchair. His eyes fell upon a hu-¢ 
dish of wallflowers that stood upon the sideboard and scented the air. 

“ Hullo!” he said, “ what's this—company expected?” 

“No-o, dear; but I thought they would please you: you were 
always so fond of tlowers, and—er—here are your slippers.” ; 

“ Oh, thanks,” said George, “though you've forgotten them 
“I know I have, darling. It was careless and naughty of me. 
Le tee I've the very beat and dearest: old hubby in the whole 
world.” 

George was clearly puzzled, but he only said, 

“No, really ; have you?” 

“Yes, indeed, he's an old darling.” 

“You don't always say so, Hettie!” 

“Well, 1 always think so, indeed 1 do; but sometimes !4 
naughty and wicked, and cross. I've been down to Sweeti!-* 
this afternoon, and got you some of that smoked salmon youte *¥ 
fond of for tea.” 

“Now that’s very thoughtful of you!” cae, 

“Oh, no, it wasn't half what I'd like to do for such a darling o 
a husband. Why, Georgie! you've had your moustache trimm<4 
—— him, he looks positively handsome.” 

“ o! ” 

“Indeed you are, iny old darling ; and George, [—I—I'm nvt =" 
very extravigant, am 1?" 

“No. certainly net—nobody ever said you were.” ; 

“ Nobody—nobody at all, only—well, on my way to Sweet!"- * 
to-day, 1 had to pass Peter Robinson's, and—and you 0! 
think me so very extravagant, will you, dear?) But l—I—re« a 
oe it was a great bargain, and so very, very becoui'''s 
that I—” 

* A-h-h-h-h!" sighed George, and collapsed into his chair 32+ 


—_ 
> 
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Saturday April 22, 1898. J 
WHY BE UGLY Pp 


, contemporary states that the latest profession is that of “feature altering.” 
Tue business of a professor in this trade is to make his clients beautiful.) 


A poctog for 
making one 
han’some 

Is the novelest 
form of a 
quack ; 

He earns ev’ 
day a king's 


ransom, 
Trade with 
him will 
never be 
slack. 

He can alter the 
shape of each 

if yore ay 
you're ugly, 
our faith oa 


C -_ , 7) 
YiereSs 2 charge ‘| 
= oe 


im ee 
, He'll make youa 
beautiful 
_creature— 
Yea, e'en if 
you're ugly 
as sin! 


‘Tis admitted that our portrait is comely 
(No one will say “ Nay,” 1 suppose) ; 

And a feature that one worships dumbly 
Is a beautiful Grecian-cut nose. 

This man thought his nose could be better, 
And so gave the professor a trial, 

And he's now by no means a regretter, 

For he’s got a much handsomer dial. 


Vor the face, though, there's more than one treatment, 
And every one costs certain oof ; 
They take various times for completement. 
But, lo, for result, here's a proof! 
—_—_—. 


THE CONSCIENTIOUS CARETAKER. 

“AT last, John, at last | really do believe we have found a place 
vo suib Us, 

It was a bright, fair young matron who gave utterance to these 
words, as her lord and master tugged boldly at the bell handle of the 
stately residence they had obtained an “order to view,” and there 
was a joyous hopefulness in her wore fer they had house-hunted 
til! they were a-weary, weary, and gazed upon countless 
“Jesirable residences,” which had proved the reverse, until they 
were Well-nigh sick unto death. 

As the last tones of the bell died away in the lower regions, the 
old caretaker roused himself out of the cosy depths of his arm 
chair, and laying down his pipe with a sigh, tottered out of the 
warm library and opened the hall door. 

«Want to sce over the ‘ouse, sir?” he said, politely ; “step this 
way, please,” and this —— 
way Joho and his 
uly stepped. 

It was really a most 
excellent house, the 
rooms were large and 
lofty, the decorations 
and papers in the best j 
taste; and long be- 
fore the visitors had |, at 
finished their tour of ribs 
inspection, it was =." 
palpable that they 
were most favour- 3 
ably impressed. 7 


As the two reached 
the hall again, John 


turned to the old 
man. “I suppose,” %; 
he said, inquiringly, / it 
“there is nothing ; 

you know to the detriment of the house? Nothing against it, eh?” 
_ The old caretaker hesitated, and Jolin, with a man’s ready 
instinct. produced half a-sovereign and slipped it into his hand. 

It was effective. “Well, sir,’ said the old man, “I don’t know 
as p'raps I’m doing my duty by my employer in speakin’ out 
plain, but it goes agin my ‘eart, it do ind to see such a generous 
gent, and such a sweet lady, rushing into a 'ouse like this ‘ere.” 

“Why? Why? Isn't it healthy? Is it damp?” 

“Damp, sir? damp? Why, the walls is a-runnin’ with water 
sometimes, I've had ague ever since I bin in it.” 


“ Dear, dear: And the drains?” 
“Well, sir, 8; ing pany, the drains is simply orful.” 
“Oh, dear’! ohn; we co id never think of bringing the dear 


children here,” eaid the lady, disappointedly. “Is there anything 
else!” she added, turning to the caretaker. 

‘Well, num, I don’t know as there is, cept you object to a large 
musical ey next door as all play a different hinstrument.” 

“Oh! but I do,” was the hasty response. “Come, John; this 
place wouldinever suit us, 1 see. Thank you so much. Gopd day.” 

There was a roguish twinkle in the old man’s eyes as he watched 
the pair wend their way sadly down the path. 

“Two more mugs put off it,” he chuckled. “Lor, wot a fool 1 
snould be to get myself cleared outiof a nice, warm, comfer’ble, 
dry, ‘ealthy crib like this for the want of a few stretchers.” And 
the worthy old fellow toddled back to his pipe and chair, 


eee 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV."” 
No. 95.—ARAMINTA FROUDE. 
5 THE London tailors love the maid 
Whose handsome form is here por- 
trayed, 
Focniee she daily causes scores 
f customers to seek their stores. 
For countless gallants, young 
and fair, 
And dressed in rich array, 
Go kneeling at her feet, and wear, 
Their trousers knees away. 


The London doctors much adore 
Miss Froude, because she brings them 
more 
Pariakers of their draughts and 
nus 
Than all the human system's ills, 
So pale, so wan, grow striplings 


blithe . 
Beneath her fascinations, 
That they with “all-gone feel- 
ings" writhe, 


And “die-away sensations.” 
The London merchantmen, who vend 
Such trinkets as Lotharios send 
Their favourite fairies, frankly 


own ‘ 
Thit through Miss Froude they've 
wealthy grown, 
N For there's no girl, of all our girls, 
Who gets such costly presents 
rom butchers, bakers, brokers, earls,— 
From princes, peers, and peasants ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EOITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


HosPitau SATURDAY FUND CYCLING AND ATHLETIC SPorts. 
Offices: 126 HOLBorN, E.C., A pril 14, 1893. 

My Dear ALLY,—Beinga subscriber to your “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
I venture to ask a favour. For over eight months 1 have been 
working hard to bring about a Cycling Tournament to benefit the 
London Hospitals, At first the idea was laughed at, then the Press 
said I was ill-advised, etc., etc. ; but now t am rewarded ..! the 
fact that a big meeting is arranged for, and will take place at Herne 
Hill on May 27th next before distinguished patronage (probably 
Royalty). he favour I wish you to grant is a notice or two in 
your largely circulated paper, and the honour of your company 
(with the whole Family) on the 27th May. Your kind and prompt 
attention will be much esteemed.—Faithfully youra, 

J. MASON (Hon. Secretary Cycle Meeting). 


Bovincpon, April 15, 1893. 
Dear SLOPER,—I am sending you by this post one box, con- 
taining a valuable relic of bygone ages. ‘It is a handsaw, probably 
used for cutting up firewood. It was found ia a hole in the wall of 
a very old and dilapidated building in this village, and is very 
likely some centuries old. I sincerely hope you will place it in the 
museum of your house in Shoe Lane. 1 give you permission to 
label it—Handaaw of period 1400, etc., etc., used by Gladstone 
Sloper for cutting cherry-wood walking sticks. Hoping to see the 
samo in your museum when next I visit London,—I remain, yours 

faithfully, C. HEADECTS, 


SLOANE Horet, Finspury Square, April 18, 1893. 
DEAR OLD ALLy,—It is with feelings of deep regret that I leave 
the vicinity of Shoe Lane without seeing you, but, nevertheless 
although I had not the happiness of seeing your immortal self, 
saw a lot belonging to you. Having just arrived from Australia, 
and going back there on Friday, is my only excuse for not callin 
on you. There is one thing I want to ask you before I leave, an 
that is, Why in the name of “ Unsweetened” don't you send some 
of the “ dcp d Relics” out to Australia, where I am sure they 
would be highly appreciated. With best wishes for your success, 
yours very rat Od COLMAN FEARON, 
Burnley, Melbourne, Australia. 
hi 
SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 162.—HE FORSAKES HIS ALLEGIANCE, 
Os every Primrose Day there's been, 
Since Primrose Day was known, 
The Mildewed Keg has still his keen 
Appreciation shown 
Of Beaconsfield, that statesman raro, 
By going to the spot 
1} 


Where Dizzic's statue stands, and there 
Depositing a lot 
OF pale primroses at his idol’s feet, [sweet ! 
Which his own hands had culled frown banks and meadows 


But folks who at that statue gazed 
On Primrose morn this year, 
Were thunderstruck, amazed, and dazed 
To see a big, big tear 
Go coursing down its sallow cheek, 
And lo! when noontide came 
Its lifeless lips were heard to speak 
In tones of grief and shame : 
“Why, why has not my dear-loved Wreck been here, 
And at my tootsies placed his annual wreath this year?” 


On hearing which, three hundred staunch 
Old Tories cursed the base 
Poltroon whose conduct thus could blanch 
With pain a statue's face. 
And off they rushed to hunt the Mound, 
d force him to explain— 
Whom in a boozing-ken they found 
Ip Bloodandthunder Lane, 
Communing blandly with a vulgar herd, 
Slikewallowing like a fish, and singing like a bird { 


And to those stern three hundred men 
He said in accents humble: 
“Pray pains to poorsh old Ben, 
And ask him not sha grumble, 
Tell Bensh I plucked from baykshan’ bracs 
Ten million primrowsh fine : 
But, when I shtarted on my ways 
To bring shem to his shrine, 
I'd got no brassh—I craved for whishkey punch— 
So sold sha bloomin’ lot for pennysh on sha bunch !!"” 


WALK UP! WALK UP!! 


Ready May 1. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 
7 The New Halfpenny Comic. 
“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny’ Pictures, 


“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS!:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


GILBERT DALZIE : 
“LARKS!” OFFICE, 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


A LAUDABLE UNDERTAKING. 
[ Mra, Besant wants £2000 for her scheme to benefit the washerwoman,—-/’ess.} 
Or Theosophy much, of Theosophists much, 
We have heard in these modern days ; 
But our knowledge of it and of them was such 
That we neither could blame nor praise 
The people who raved, in ecstatic strains, 
About astral bodies and astral plains,! 
And Mahatmas flitting from lands to lands,’ 
And strange writings written by dead men’s hands. 
We just heard them of wonderful wonders speak, 
We just legked on their startling pranks ; 
And Theosophy deemed we a harmless freak, 
And Theosophists harmless cranks ! 


But at one of the band with the weirdly creed 
Never cavil again will we: 
The religion that prompts toa kindly deed 
Must be good. whatsoever it be; 
And a tribute of praise, all the country through, 
Should be heartily given to the lady who 
Is resolved on preventing poor female slaves 
Being harassed and worn to untimely graver, 
A tribute of praise? Ay, and more! We're suro 
Her endeavours should ge claim 
What aid we can give, be we rich or poor, 
That will further her Christian aim ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
OFTENER reen on Land than at Sea: Man over-bored. : 
DANGEROUS when Upset. yet never out of Temper: A parafia 

lamp. 
ROAN-ANTIC : Tho freak of a boy who runs away from home, 
IN Medins “ Rea": The letter E. 
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CLARA’S HEROES. 


(A Romance or To-Day.) 
= 
CHAPTER VIL. 

“You would fo to leave your poor old relative to the tinder 
mercies of an indifferent world, would yer?" said Mr. Harris, with 
a tremor in his voice and an 
effective tear at the point 
of his nose. 

“ You have been drinking 
again,” said Jeannie, wear- 


y. 

“Only moistening my eye 
wid a friendly brother 
actor,” said Mr. Harris. 

“Is this your only rela- 
tive?” asked Clara, as she 
looked with horror at the 
bloated wretch. 

“Her ownly _ relative, 
ma‘am, at yer service. An 
ackter, ma'am, by profes- 
sion, and an _ unfortunate 
one by the cowld neglect of 
an inapprechiative public.” 

“Drunk himself out of 
every company he was ever 
in, ma'am,” said Jeannie, 
“and tie drinks every 

ny I can spare.” 
Pts sharper than a ser- 
pent’s tooth t’ have » thank- 
ess cheeld. Have | not 
been yer protecthor?" 

“You're my disgrace; 
but Lam done with you.” 

“That's it. Cast the poor 
owld man off for iver.” 

“Stay! this may be man- 
aged. How much does it 
take to keep him—that is, how much do you usually give him?” 

“ About five shillings a week,” said Jeannie, after a pause, “given 
at odd times.” 

“No more?” 

“No more, miss.” 

“ Does he live on that?” 

“Sainted Moses! d'ye think | ama canary, ma'am? I work for 
my livin’, an’ it’s only sich small matters or borrowed money that 
this upgrateful minx begrudges ine.” 

“Then zou will get five shillingsa week paid to you on condition 
that you do not bother her fen! more. Call at that address twice 
a week,” said Clara, as she scribbled her lawyer's address on acard, 
“and they will give you half a crown.” 

“The saints in heaven bless ye!" said Mr. Harris; “but it's a 
m i f hty 


“Is this your only relative ?” 


small allow- 
ance. 

“It will be 
lesa, and will 
cease imme- 
diately if 
youap- 
proach your 
niece asking 
for more.” 

“Thank 
ye, ma'am; 
thank ye, on 
the honour 
of an Irish 
gentleman ; 
an’ if yeiver 
want a pass 
to the pit or 
gallery of 
the Bowery 
Palace of 
Variet ies, 
my name is 
at yer ser- 
vice. Could- 
n't ye lind 
me half a 
crown jist 
a6 an in- 

4 5 ‘ : 1 = ent 
ceful attitud loike?” 
— {oth Fi i is 

vereign,” said Clara, anxious to be rid of him. Oaway.” 
me} don't come back here, for I shall be away,” said Jeannie, 
“if this lad: Ge = the offer she made before. 

“Certain make it.” 

“But I Kader nothing of the duties.” 

“T will teach you.” . 

“Oh, she's cliver, ma’am—very cliver! An’ if ye iver want to 
learn how to stand on one fut and kape the other straight out from 
your chin for two an’a half minutes, she'll tache ye in no time. 
She learned that off me;” and in anairy attempt to assume the 

attitude, Mr. Harris ag down violently on the floor. 

“ You wretch!” said Jeannie. ; 

es Your servant, ma’am,” said Mr. Harris, as he gathered up his 
drunken figure, and kissing his hand in honour of the ladies. 
stumbled downstairs. 

In a few minutes what 
Jeannie pro to take 
with her to her new home 
was packed up, and the 
landlady having been paid, 
and the scant furniture 
left as a surprise gift to 
Polly Sanders, Jeannie was 
whisked off to a better 
home than she had ever 
known before. . 

Mr. Harris revelled in 
the possession of that half- 
sovereign. With an eye 
to the future, he laid up 
for coming barren days by 
standing sundry _ three- 
pennyworths to friends 
and, as he tain by joined 
them, by nightfall he was 
loaded. He stumbled 
southwards towards his 
home at a late hour. 
Across Blackfriars Bridge 
he went in a zig-zaggy 
fashion. He gro is 
way along one of the lone- 
lier streets on the south 
side, took a wrong turning, 
stumbled and fell, and the 
murky waters of the 
Thames closed over 


nite. Harris never called on Clara Mortimer's lawyers for the 
half-crowns he was promised, and neither Clara Mortimer nor 
Jeannie Harris ever knew the reason why. 

(To be continued next week.) 


Stumble! and fell. 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. IRVING NOT IN IT. HORPIBLE 


SF ’ MURDER . 
a * ‘ / REVOLTING 


RTIISILS, 
CLL hed 


“The subject of this week's sketch is, we understand, no rela- 
tion to the honourable Member for Battersea, neither does he 
claim to be a descendant of the illustrious Scotch poet of the 
same name. Our hero prefers to rise to greatness upon the fame 
of his own prowess rather than the reflected glory of others, and 


Friend, W«1!, how are you getting on in the profession, Jack ? j Gent. I ordered a steak, not a sole, 

Actor. Splenlid, dear boy, splendid! Why, Iam now taking fonr jarts in one piece—a milkman, grave- Wailer. That isn't a sole, sir. 

up to the present has succeelel to his own entire satisfaction. digger, parson ani Lookmakcr—and that's more than Irving docs, don't :-herknow. Gent, Well, it’s the nearest thing to leather I've tackle!, 
Thomas, though matured in his infancy on cowjuice, took to —— ee 


water like a duck, and thongh we believe averse to it Te | A LITERAL “MAN OF HIS WORD.” 


No. 304.—Mrk. ToomMas Burns, F.O.S. 


beverage, will always entertain for it a decided partiality. 
fortunately, our hero's parents did not reside in a neighbourhood 
where the art of natation could be easily practised, and young 
‘Thomas was compelled to resort to all sorts of artificestoobtaina {| 
sufficiency of his favourite exercise. It was thus, we understand, 
that he acquired the difficult art of diving into shallow water, 
and his present sensational performances at the Westminster 
Aquarium is, we believe, merely the outcome of the diurnal 
leap which he was in the habit of taking from his bedroom j 
window into the half-filled water-butt below. Chiefly because 
he's a champion siiver, he was created F.O.S., aud the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him April 1, 1893." — Debrett 
haproved, 


| 
WHERE THE REDUCTION CAME IN. | 
Lady (examining prouf of photo). Uf I take a quantity, will you = | 
make a reduction ? 
Vhotographer, Certainly. 
Lady, Then 1 want you to reduce the size of my mouth. 


(1) It happened upon the occasion of the little musical evening given by Mrs. tank.” et, ete.—(3) “ Now then, step out! You've gut to come, you know! Lift 
Yellowback, the wife of the famons novelist. “Come, Yellowlack, ct! chap,” criel your voofs up and show your blood !"——14) “One more burst! Bang through the 
SeuMer, breakin in upon his hard-working and basnfui friend, “ your wife told me vally dvor ! Hooray, company, I've got him !"—-(5) “Al! you would kick, woul! 
to come and see if I cout drag you out of your den to see the companys. They're all you? No you don't! Whoop! Lie still, or I'll flatten you !"——(6) “Here he is, 
asking for you, Will you come?” “No! Get out !"—(2) “ You won't, won't you ? Police and gentlemen! A tough job rather, but what's the ochis? When I say I'l! 
Then, by George, Fii ovey orders! Out you come!” “Whas the blank! dash!  dragaman o3t, l'ii drag him out, and don't you forget it. That's the sort of man Ian :” 


PUTTING DOWN DRINK. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. BULLET-PROOF CLOTHING, 
—_ a 
——-— a 


AN ELECTION SPEECH IN TIMBUCTOO. | “T ain't hal a better drink for over a month.” 
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